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Margaret Hubbard Ayer
says
The Bachelor

who is getting entirely too gay should
be branded on the forebead.

composed a law which
shall compel all mar-
riageably widows to wear
soma distinetive garb or
sign by which they can be distin-
gulshed from the
members of the feminine sex.

The learned gentleman advocates a
nice little silver ring for one of the
fingers on the right hand, or else a
return to the methods of the savage
races who objige thelr widows to slit
thelr ears and pull out all their

\ kKnglish soclologist has !

less dangerous .

front teeth {n order to warn the reck- |

less male who might think her just
an ordinary kind of a fascinating
woman.

When ' Dbecomes necessary for
widows to ‘r danger signals it is
high time to safeguard irls and anx-
fous mammas by branding the bach-
elor.

A widew may ba a dangerous ebject
en the landscape, but a bacheler, par-
tioularly a bachelor in the summer time,
at the summer hotel or boarding-house,
fe the pivot of all the feminine thought,
the lodestone for all the girls' fancles
and the gulding motive fer the ingenuity
of al the mammas,

What complications would be avoided
#2 a bachelor who (s attractive yet
wants to remain unattached should wear
somae littie slgn upon his foreheud which
weuld imtimate te everybody around
that there were no
btm!

There could be an entirely new lan-
guage without words invented whioh
would protect both bachelors, maids and

OUT FOR
THE
DOUGH

mammas from

work, worry and ex-
pense.

This language would be a court plas-
ter language.

The idea is not original,

., "but I am making &
days of the Georges the position of e ;zz::’o::‘;“m“e is no poetical har-
sourt plaster star or moon was full f i mony in the combination.”

significance, and many men and women
went 3o far as o have little soenes
fram their lives cut out in court plas-

50

| (From °‘“The Widow,"” published

| (Cuoyright,

! dour.

{the grass beside her and proceeded to |

for in the|

[ ¢,
| “But how on earth can you make &

ter and pasted on thelr faces. Thel

o~ ~
GHIS MAN
Was Afraid of His W ife

| and bables and rallroad aocidents and
SBRGEANT in one of the Irish  health foods. But In

infantry regiments has a small |
but actlve wife of whom he|

stands in oonsiderable awe. One day
bhe st his temper. The objeot of his
wae a dog belonging to the wife
of one of his superior officers. The
heard some of nis statements

severely to task.
%0 be ashamed to eay
to Jose your temper
animal,” she sald, while the
looked shamefaced and
“I wsnall report your lan-

!

suage.”
‘“To—to her,

soldier.
‘“I% my husband,’’ msaid the lady
haughtily.

0. ma'am,” said the oulprit
eheerfully. I well deserve it. I was
ﬁy'turmx you meant te tell my

..

ma'am?’ faltered the

The flraveller.
By Richard Le Gailienne.
? WAS8 moonrise on the temth
I of Mav
I called iame and bade
him s

“0Old friend, we ot at last!™

All strange and (...« and tall he
seemed

Under the rising moon—

He turned and sald: “I never
dreamed

That we would meet so soon,

You are (uo young to be my
friend—

All hope and boyish breath—

Are you quite sure you Know my
name?"’

“Your name,” 1 sald "lg Death!'
o S y '

|

wedding bells for |

man who had fust lost mother-in-
law wore a neat lttle ocourt plaster
hearss drawn by four horees pasted
under hie right eye. and the iadv whose
husband had malled for forelen parts
sported a full-rigged frigate beautifullv
done in black court pnlaster on her
otherwise marble forehead.

How easy 'twill be to understand the
character of the benedict who turns
up at the country golf club when we
have learned this language of court
plaster symboliam! |

The man who ocares everything for
motoring and nothing for girls will |
wear nice ocourt plaster goggles, or a
small horn pasted on his face. |

Court plaster money bags will make
it plain that giris without cash need
not apply.

The summer flirtation will be wonder-
fully helped along If the man "ho:
thinks more of food than spooning will
wear a amall leg of mutton just owver |
his right eye. ’

What need of telepathy to make you

-
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understand your neighbor's charaocter
if the man sitting next you at table
sports a flying comet on his broad
cheek! You know positeviy that you
have a dashing flirt to deal with and
need not take his spectacular attentions
in earnest.

Under the ocourt plaster sizn of a
broken heart, the man who wants to
spend a qulet summer can shield him-
salf from the persecutions of the ladles,
though I doubt if it will help him much
Nothing rives a eirl anite so much
pleasure as nlastering up a broken car-
diac organ with the miue of her own
svmpathy.

Naturallv the scholarly man wil!
move under the sian of the pen, while
the sparteman flaunts a hare and hounds
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| or any eame in the meason. The man

who {s A4ifficult to handle draws atten-

tion to his pecularities by a fishing The second of the serles of
line and & ooquetting fish. | 20 Husbands Miss Greeley-
The bachelor whose Intentions are Smith Is describing and analyz-

serious should oast eside a}l other em-
blems and wear a star straight in the
middle of his forehead. Whether his life

Ing. The first was shown up In
Thursday’s Evening World.

<

will be worth living when he has done © @
this is for him to decide. Anyhow, he JTLUUTY! says every man
won't lack attention. reading my title. He says it

The new {dea offers all kinda of poe- proudly, but with “mea
wbilities, and the summer giri should be culpa,” expression, ocontrite-

ly striking his breast with
one hand and surreptitious-
fixing his tie with the other.

For avery man, every hushand, belirvas

devoutly thankful to the KEnglish
aclentist who has evolved such an easy
way of helping her along In her sum- ¥
mer flirtation with the summer bach-
elor.

NIXOLA -GREELEY-SMITH

| that the only barrier between the role
iof fireside companion, which he fills,
| and that of a devil among the women,
which he secretly admires, In his own
Gibraltar-1lke virtue. Nevertheless, for
the benefit of wondering wives be it sald
that no husband interests other women
unless he desires to Interest them. The
wish may be only subconsclious prompt-

rulers of the world are ruled. But let
no woman deceive herself. It {s there,
And the Musband that Interests Other
| Women s Interested In other women

. in her breast a siruggle betwean
wifele dignity, whirh urges

the

her to re-

ing of that sublime vanity by which the |

| The wife of such a man has always |
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of All Woman’s Topics
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Nixola Greeley-Smith
says
- The Husband

that interests other wwomen Is himself
mrterested in other twomen.

sent tha attentions of the stray dere- ; recipient of sage counsel on his behsif.

Hets of love that sometimes drift be-
tween her and her husband, and &
sense of humot that prompts her to
langh at them.

After all, there is something Mstinctly
funny in the flutterings and twitteringe
of detached maldon ladies about an at-
tachad man. They are, as a rule, so
sorry for him. What, they wonder,
oould he ever have seen In that alily,
flightful, neglectful creature he mar-
rled? “My dear, ghe doesn’'t even darn
his socks! I saw him the othér morn-
ing walking along with a great big
hole in one heel.” Sometimes this ten-
| der commiseration even leads to the
purchass of socks or neckwear or alip-
pers.

“Dear Mr. 80 and So, T saw such a
| bargain,'” ocoos the bargaln-counter si-
ren. ‘I know you would llke to take
advantage of it, so I
of ordering It sent
Sometimes the wife of
That Interosta Othar Women

the Husband
is
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ISN'T HE
JUST A
DEAR ?

WISH T HAD

A DEVIL AMONG THE WOMEN.

Dodge Publishing Co., New Yor )‘b‘
1808, bv Dodze Pubiishing OCe.)
el H AT rhymes with ‘matri-|

mony? ' Inquired the|

‘ldow, taking her penall|
out of her mouth and look-
ing thoughtfully through
the fringes of her pompa-

responded the bachelor

‘Money,”
ag he flung himself down on

promptly,

study her profile through the shadows
of the maple leaves,
The widow tilted her chin scornfully.
“1 suppose they do sound alike,”” she

“There {s no harmony at all without
remarked the bachelor shortly. |

poem out of matrimony 7"’

“Some people do,” replied the widow
lottily.

“On paper!"” sneered the bachelor,
“On paper they make poems of death

real life matri-
mony lsn't a poem; It's more llke a
declaration of war, or an itemized ex-
pense account, OT & census Fepart, or a
cold business proposition.’

The widow bit the end of her pencil
and lald aside her paper. If the beoh-
elor could have caught a glimpse of her |
eyes beneath the lowered lashes he
might not have gone on; but he was
studying the sky through the m‘plo‘
leaves. |

“It's a beautiful busineas proposition,” |
he added. ‘A magnificent money-mak-
ing scheme; &''—

The bachelor's eyes had dropped to
the widow's and he stopped short.

“Go on,” she remarked in a oold,
sweet voice that trickled duwn his back. ‘
+Oh, well,”” he protested lamely, “‘when
you marry for money you generally get
it, don't you? But when you marry for
love—it's like putting your last dollar on }

a long shot.”
“If you mean
about

there's a delightful

uncertainty it?"’ began the
widow. ]

“There's nothing half s0 dells'htrul."i
declared the bachelor, ‘‘as betting on a |
sure thing.. Now, the man or woman
who marries for money''——

“Earns it,"" broke In the widow [fer-
vently, “Barns it by the aweat of the |
prow. The man who marries & woman |

for her money is a white slave, a bond l

servant, a (ravesty on manhoud. For
every dollar he recelves he gives a
full equivalent In self-respect and in-

dependence, and all the things deares:
to a real man."”

“A real man,” remarkeq the bache-
lor, taking out his pipe and lighting 't,
“wouldn't marry a woman for her |
money. It's ‘women to whom mar-!
riage presents the alluring fnancia
I,‘uanCL" '

“Qh, I don't kmnow,'' responded the

widow, crosaine her arms behind her
head and
the tree at her back. ‘In these days
of typewriting and wstenography and
manicuring and trained nursing matri-
mony offers about the poorest returns
from a business standpoint, of any
feminine ococupathm—the longest hours,

the hardest work, the greatest draln
on Yyour patience, the most exacting
master angd the smallest pay. to say

nothing of no holidays and not even
an evaning off.”
‘““Nor a chence to
don't like vour job.'
lor sympathetically,

‘give notice’
added tha

If you
bache

“If the average business man,” went |

on the widow, lignoring the Interrup-
tion, “demanded half of his stenog-
rapher that he demands of his wife he
couldn’'t keep her three houre”

‘““And vet,” ramarked
pulllng on his pipe meoditatively, ‘‘the
average stenographer is only too glad
to exchange her position for that of
wife wheuever she gets'—

The jangle of gold bangles, as the
widow brought her arms down from
behind her head and sat up straight,
interrupted his speech.

““Whenever she gets''—

The widow picked up her ruffies and
started to rise,

‘““Whenever she gets—ready,
the bachelor quickly.

The widow sat down again and leaned
back against the tree.

“How perfectly you Illustrate my
point,’”’ she remarked sweetly.

*Oh,’”” sald the bachelor, taking his
pipe out of his mouth, “did you have
a point?”

‘“That marriage

finished

i{s something higher

| and finer than a business proposition, l The Castellanes and Marlboroughs who

Mr. Travers, and that there are lots
of reasons for marrying besides finam
clal ones.'"

'*Oh, yes,"” agreed the bachelor, “‘there
is folly and feminine coercion and be-
cause you can't get out of It, and”’—

‘*As for marriage as a money affair,”

ICOOC000

By Diane de Morgny.

HICH is the vatner sex?
I.et the question be an-
swered by those who are In a
position to know.

I called upon .a doctor the
other day who makeg a specialty of
cosmetic surgery, 1 found his reception
room filled with men. And my first

anusllun was to ask him why so many erased by surgery or any other method
! men

were walting at the of

beauty.

factory

“We linve quite as many men customs-
ors women,"” replied the doctor.
“And though the wumen arve supposed
tp be the vainer sex, the love of good
fson and the longing to look young e

IS
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The Widow, the Man, the Money and Matrimony.

leaning thoughtfully against |

By Helen Rowland.

got t; and a million dollars betweon
husband and wife is a bdbigger gulf than
A $10 a week salary. It's not a ques-
tion of the amount of money, but the
question of who wshall spend {t that
nakes all the trouble.”

|

| pursued the widow without walting,
‘4t's just the money side of it that
‘causeu all the squabbles and unhappi-
ness, If they've got it they are always
| quarrelling over it, and !f they haven't
| got it they are always quarrelling for It,

P
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[ “A REAL MAN WOULDN'T MARRY A WOMAN FOR HE MONEY.”

‘But don’'t yvou wsee,” mrgued the
bachelor, sitting up wsuddenly and
knocking the ashes owut of his pipe,
“that all that would be eliininated if
people would make marriage a busi-
ness proposition? For instance, if two
people would discuss the situation ra-
tionally and make the terms before

| ight over their bills and their debts
aren't any happler than the Murphys
and the Hoollgans who fight over the
| price of a pint of beer. It's just as dif-
| lcult to know what to do with money
when you've got {t as it is to know
what to do without it when you haven't
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’m;rrltge; if the man wouM state the turns in the professional market. And, |
‘“there would be |

| sarvices he requires and the woman
! would demand the compensation she
| thinks she deserves'—

} ‘“Ugh!" shuddered the widow, putting
| her hands over her eyes, '‘that would
\bo like writing your epitaph and choos-

*Ing the style of your coffin.’

|
|
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besides,”” he added,
fewer wives sitting about in apartment
hotels holding their han®s and ordering
the bellboys around,
{ bands are downtown fretting and strug-
gling themselves into bankruptey; and
thelr with the boys,

and money out

while thelir wives are bending over the!

cook stova and the sewing machine,

trying to make ends meet on nothlng
A yvear'

“But that,” crled the wifow, taking
her hands down from her eyes, ‘‘would

mean spending your courtshlp talking

stocks and bonds and dividends!'
“And the rest of your !lifa forget-
ting them and talking love,"” declared

the bachelor, trlumphantly,
The wldow looked up speculetively.
‘““Well—perhaps,” she acquiesced, ‘‘if
courtship were more of a business
proposition marriage would be less of
a fallure. Anyhow, you'd know in ad-
vance just what a man conaldered you
worth in dollars and cents.'"
““And you'd ellminate all
tainty,” added the bachelor,
“And "the chance of having to beg

the uncer-

d

lor, "“would be willing to give his wife
{ her board and room and a salary ade-
quate to her services and to his in-
ome' ' —

“And to let her eat with the family,"
Jeared the widow.

“Well,” finished the bachelor, ‘‘then
marriage wouldn't offer the poorest re-

for your carfare and pin money."
“And of having to go bankrupt for
matinee tickets and Easter hats.'
"Aud of being asked what you did
with your allowance."
“Or of how yvou acquired vour breath
or lost your watch."
‘“The trouble is,’" sighed the widow,
“that no man would ever be broad

enough or generous enough to mltkeY

such a proposition.”

“And no woman would ever be sen-
sible enough to listen te it."

“‘Nonsense. Any woman would. It's
Just the sort of thing we've been
longing for,”

“Wull," sald the bachelor, turning on
his back and looking up at the widow

speculatively, ‘'let me see—you could
have the violet room.”
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O, Man, Man, What a Vain, Foppish Thing You Are!
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'eq'uully strong In the other half of the |
| race,

“Summer time,"”” continued the doctor,
‘“brings out the men's vanily, Perhaps
(that Is because the women are out of
{the city and the men have more lelsure
|and time to fix up, but you'd be aston- |
|1shed to find the class of men who come
|here to have their wrinklea®™emoved, te
|have the bags cut out from under their
eyes and all signs of age and disslpation

““I have a picture here dating from
1750, which shows that cosmetic surgery
was praotised in those days just as it
is now. The person who ia being oper-
ated on s a man. Ha s having crow-
feet around the eyes cut out. This
ought to show that men's vanity is net
(& modern evolution, but men are getting
valner from year to year."

After I had loft the doctor I went to

of the big storoes,

that will do it ) “Don't ask me, ' sald the floorwalker,

*Of course, actors have to Keep their "I don't llke to go back on my own
100ks That's part of their business, sex. Bul any one of the clerks In the
Rut merchants, salesmen, Inventors, haherdashery section wiM tell vou that
lewyers, every Xind of business man  men are as fussy as or more fussy than

womun when it comes to buying ther

SeeME aAnxious to preserve not so lurch
clothes. Man's love of adernment i

| their good looka as their youth.

the men's ocutfitting department of one |

confined to such a small sphere that
|they can only express It in socks, tles,

| pins, shirts and walstcoats; but the
average man s twice as particulay
,about the shade of lils socks or the 8
and color of his walstcoat as a wo-
man would be about the 1ne articles
of apparel, and when u gets on
a ‘very hundsome palr of so you can
he sure that he dirplays thom to the
Lest advantage

“l saw a customer of ours coming
down in the subwiy with a puir of very
fine lisle silk socks on his feet He
pulled up his trouscrs a llitle, spread
out hls feet and allowed as much of
the violet expanse to show as he =afely

lnu! over the kitchen.”

“What on earth do you mean?'

took the liberty |
to yuur office.” |

the |

while their hul-l

‘rmver husbands spending thelr nights

“And every man,'” pursued the bnvhe-i

| "I met Mr. Jones on my way here,'
| says the caller. *“My dear, he looks
; badly. I th!nk he needs a tonic, or per-
| haps he ought to get away from busi-
| ness for a few days.”
| Buch are the incidents—there are =&
| thousand of them—4hat either aisturb
or amuse the wife of the Husband That
| Interests Other Women.

They should, of course, amuse her.
But when they do not, and she protests
indignantly to the proud victim of
other women’'s attentlons, how quiokly
he is able to set everything right by a
|judl«:|ona word of contempt for the
cause of contention!

‘““Poor slob! Why should you let her
bother YOU!" And, oh, the reverence,
| the tenderness, the loyalty that capl-
| talized pronoun centains!

Nevertheless his soul struts proudly
in the consclousness that even the cook
is not insensible to his manly beauty.
This i1s a type that would be flattered
if a lady fiy lit on his nose, that would
not object to being stung by an old
maid mosquito. The ewikh of a skirt
across his tomb would wake him from
Ib‘he dead. And if he were left in a
| museurn with a mummied princess of
Egypt that lMved and loved some 8,000
years ago he would manage to exact &
thrill from being alona with her.

Such !s the Husband That Interssts
| Other Women. In the contemplation
of him his own wife sometimes wonders
that he ever interested her.,

More generally, however, she blames
| the Other Women. She might as well
| blame a fly buzxing around the fly-
| paper spread to snare it.

Women are practical creatures. The
most romantic of us does not follow a
‘.cold trall long.

S0, my dear madam, If you recognize

You KNOW
WHO 1 CARE

FOR, DEAR ?

““Why Should You Let Her Bother
You?"

the second typs
put the

your husband in this,
of my twenty undesirables,
blame where it belongs.

You are an attractive woman your-
self. Yet do other men surround you
with undesirable attentions? Do they
recommend tonics for you, or (ell vYou
of bargain =ales in lingerie? You shouid
think not!

Well, the cases are exactly paralle.
And don't let the Husband That Ip-
terests Other Women bribe or jolly or
bully vou out of that bellef.

]

{GHIS MAN
Was a Little T oo Gallant

N his homeward trip by trolley a
O tired business man was much an-
noyed by the conduct of three
middle-aged ladles who stood near him.
They were evidently just returning from
a summer tour. All the seats in the car

{were occupied, but they seemed deter-

mined that he should offer one of them
his seat,

He screened himself behind his paper
and listened to plainly audible remarks
about the decline of gallantry in the
present age. This grated on his nerves,
0 he arose, and with a profound bow
addressed the three.

“Will the oldest of you ladies henor

“\\'.lmt"' exc'almed the widow,
“It's got a good south view,” pvro-l
tested the bachulor, “and besides it's

me by accepting my place?”
Whereupon thev became interested in
the advertisements over the windows

The ,&nd the man triumphantly resumed his

widow sat up straight and her bangle, seat.

Jingled warningly.

| *And you could have Saturday and
| Wednesday evenings out. Those are
my club nights."” |

“"How dare you!"

YAnd any salary you might ask' —

“What are you talking about, Billy
Travers?"
| “I'm making you a proposal of mar-
| riage,” explained tne bachelor {n an in-
| jured tone. ‘“Don't you recognize {t?"

The widow rose silently, lifted the
sheet of paper in her hands and tore
It to pleces.

“\Was that your poem?” inquired the

bachelor as he wuatched the breeze
carry the fragments away over the
Brass. !

The widow shook out her ruffles and |
picked up her hat. |
“You've taken all the poetry out of|
i’ retorted, as sne fled toward the
"

nachelor looked after her unde-

could. You alwiovs A man call at-
tention to a good palr of socks oe may
be wearing, or to a handsome ring on
lm finger, or a good-looking soarf in."

e

¢ldedly for a moment. Then he leansd
bak laslly and blinked up at the sky
beiween the leaves.

‘‘“And this'"
white“man's burd

he said, softly, "ie m'
an.

¥ LOVE HAS NO FOES. ¢
OVE Las no foes; where'cr |e
L e
Conditions full of mildness

meet,
And amber honey-cells are filled,
And little birds begin to bulld,
And bhlossoms gather at its feet—
Love is so sweet!

Love has no foes,r who only knowa
What Love hath been when Love
is fled
E'en he, bereft, would follow him,
Tho' to the voiceless caverns dim,
Of the wan city of the Dead,
And share his bed!
—Florence Earle Coates In Seattle
Posi Intelligences,




